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THE STORY OF MY LIF
[Itftf'J
In the beginning of September,, my friend Harry Lee came to Holmhurst as usual for his autumn holidays, and, with the wish of giving him eliangtt and pleasure, I took him with me for a fortnight, to Holland. We saw the whole of that little country,
8AS8BNPOORT, ZWOLLK.1
and enjoyed several of the places very much, especially the so-thoroughly Dutch Dort; quiet Alkmaar, with its charming old weigh-house; and Zwollo, with its fine old gateway. But the tour is not one which leaves much interest behind it. There is such, a dis-
1 From " Holland."